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FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO

CHAPTER I
Earliest Memories

Preamble—The house where I was born—The singular
Ombu tree—A tree without a name—The plain—The
ghost of a murdered slave—QOur playmate, the old
sheep-dog—A first riding-lesson—The cattle: an even-
ing scene—My mother—Captain Scott—The hermit
and his awful penance.

IT was never my intention to write an autobiography.
Since I took to writing in my middle years I have,
from time to time, related some incident of my boy-
hood, and these are contained in various chapters in
The Naturalist in La Plata, Birds and Man, Adventures
among Birds, and other works, also in two or three
magazine articles: all this material would have been
kept back if I had contemplated such a book as this.
When my friends have asked me in recent years why
I did not write a history of my early life on the
pampas, my answer was that I had already told all
that was worth telling in these books. And I really
believed it was so; for when a person endeavours to
recall his early life in its entirety he finds it is not
possible: he is like one who ascends a hill to survey
the prospect before him on a day of heavy cloud and
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that low condition, with the result that I was laid up
for six weeks with a very serious illness. Yet when
it was over I looked back on those six weeks as a happy
time! Never had I thought so little of physical pain.
Never had I felt confinement less—I who feel, when I
am out of sight of living, growing grass, and out of
sound of birds’ voices and all rural sounds, that I am
not properly alive!

On the second day of my illness, during an interval
of comparative ease, I fell into recollections of my child-
hood, and at once I had that far, that forgotten past with
me again as I had never previously had it. It was not
like that mental condition, known to most persons, when
some sight or sound or, more frequently, the perfume-
of some flower, associated with our early life, restores
the past suddenly and so vividly that it is almost an illu-
sion. That is an intensely emotional condition and van-
ishes as quickly as it comes. This was different. To
return to the simile and metaphor used at the beginning,
it was as if the cloud shadows and haze had passed away
and the entire wide prospect beneath me made clearly
visible. Over it all my eyes could range at will, choos-
ing this or that point to dwell on, to examine it in all its
details; and, in the case of some person known to me as
a child, to follow his life till it ended or passed from
sight; then to return to the same point again to repeat
the process with other lives and resume my rambles in
the old familiar haunts.

What a happiness it would be, I thought, in spite of
discomfort and pain and danger, if this vision would
continue! It was not to be expected: nevertheless it
did not vanish, and on the second day I set myself to
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being just twenty-five of these indigenous trees—gigan-
tic in size, and standing wide apart in a row about 400
yards long. The ombu is a very singular tree indeed,
and being the only representative of tree-vegetation,
natural to the soil, on those great level plains, and hav-
ing also many curious superstitions connected with it,
it is a romance in itself. It belongs to the rare Phyto-
lacca family, and has an immense girth—forty or fifty
feet in some cases; at the same time the wood is so soft
and spongy that it can be cut into with a knife, and is
utterly unfit for firewood, for when cut up it refuses to
dry, but simply rots away like a ripe water-melon. It
also grows slowly, and its leaves, which are large, glossy
and deep green, like laurel leaves, are poisonous; and be-
cause of its uselessness it will probably become extinct,
like the graceful pampas grass in the same region. In
this exceedingly practical age men quickly lay the axe
at the root of things which, in their view, only cumber
the ground; but before other trees had been planted the
antiquated and grand-looking ombu had its uses; it
served as a gigantic landmark to the traveller on the
great monotonous plains, and also afforded refreshing
shade to man and horse in summer; while the native
doctor or herbalist would sometimes pluck a leaf for a
patient requiring a very violent remedy for his disorder.
Our trees were about a century old and very large, and,
as they stood on an elevation, they could be easily seen
at a distance of ten miles. At noon in summer the cat-
tle and sheep, of which we had a large number, used to
rest in their shade; one large tree also afforded us chil-
dren a splendid play-house, and we used to carry up a
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of endless pleasure to us. Whenever we went down to
play on the banks, the fresh penetrating scent of the
moist earth had a strangely exhilarating effect, making
us wild with joy. I am able now to recall these sensa-
tions, and believe that the sense of smell, which seems
to diminish as we grow older, until it becomes some-
thing scarcely worthy of being called a sense, is nearly
as keen in little children as in the inferior animals, and,
when they live with nature, contributes as much.to their
pleasure as sight or hearing. I have often observed
that small children, when brought on to low, moist
ground from a high level, give loose to a sudden spon-
taneous gladness, running, shouting, and rolling over
the grass just like dogs, and I have no doubt that the
fresh smell of the earth is the cause of their joyous
excitement.

Our house was a long low structure, built of brick,
and, being very old, naturally had the reputation of
being haunted. A former proprietor, half a century
before I was born, once had among his slaves a very
handsome young negro, who, on account of his beauty
and amiability, was a special favourite with his mistress.
Her preference filled his poor silly brains with dreams
and aspirations, and, deceived by her gracious manner,
he one day ventured to approach her in the absence of
his master and told her his feelings. She could not
forgive so terrible an insult to her pride, and when
her husband returned went to him, white with indigna-
tion, and told him how this miserable slave had abused
their kindness. The husbAnd had an implacable heart,
and at his command the offender was suspended by the
wrists to a low, horizontal branch of “The.Tree,” and
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wise baboon-like expression. One of his hind legs had
been broken or otherwise injured, so that he limped and
shuffled along in a peculiar lopsided fashion; he had no
tail, and his ears had been cropped close to his head:
altogether he was like an old soldier returned from the
wars, where he had received many hard knocks, besides
having had sundry portions of his anatomy shot
away. ]
No name to fit this singular canine visitor could be
found, although he responded readily enough to the
word Pechicho, which is used to call any unnamed pup
by, like pussy for a cat. So it came to pass that this
word pechicho—equivalent to “doggie” in English—
stuck to him for only name until the end of the chapter;
and the end was that, after spending some years with
us, he mysteriously disappeared.

He very soon proved to us that he understood children
as well as sheep; at all events he would allow them to
tease and pull him about most unmercifully, and actually
appeared to enjoy it. Our first riding-lessons were taken
on his back; but old Pechicho eventually made one mis-
take, after which he was relieved from the labour of
carrying us. When I was about four years old, my two
elder brothers, in the character of riding-masters, set
me on his back, and, in order to test my capacity for
sticking on under difficulties, they rushed away,. calling
him. The old dog, infected with the pretended excite-
ment, bounded after them, and I was thrown and had
my leg broken, for, as the poet says—

Children, they are very little,
And their bones are very brittle.
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When I think of her I remember with gratitude that
our parents seldom or never punished us, and never,
unless we went too far in our domestic dissensions or
tricks, even chided us. This, I am convinced, is the
right attitude for parents to observe, modestly to admit
that nature is wiser than they are, and to let their little
ones follow, as far as possible, the bent of their own
minds, or whatever it is they have in place of minds.
It is the attitude of the sensible hen towards her duck-
lings, when she has had frequent experience of their
incongruous ways, and is satisfied that they know best
what is good for them; though, of course, their ways
seem peculiar to her, and she can never entirely sym-
pathize with their fancy for going into water. I need
not be told that the hen is after all only step-mother
to her ducklings, since I am contending that the civilized
woman—the artificial product of our self-imposed con-
ditions—cannot have the same relation to her offspring
as the uncivilized woman really has to hers. The com-
parison, therefore, holds good, the mother with us being
practically step-mother to children of another race; and
if she is sensible, and amenable to nature’s teaching,
she will attribu’e their seemingly unsuitable ways and
appetites to the right cause, and not to a hypothetical
perversity or inherent depravity of heart, about which
many authors will have spoken to her in many books:

But though they wrote it all by rote
They did not write it right.

Of all the people outside of the domestic circle known
to me in those days, two individuals only are distinctly
remembered. They were certainly painted by memory
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I have not the faintest notion of who Captain Scott
was, or of what he was ever captain, or whether resi-
dence in a warm climate or hard drinking had dyed his
broad countenance with that deep magenta red, nor of
how and when he finished his earthly career; for when
we moved away the huge purple-faced strange-looking
man dropped for ever out of our lives; yet in my mind
how beautiful his gigantic image looks! And to this
day I bless his memory for all the sweets he gave me,
in a land where sweets were scarce, and for his friend-
liness to me when I was a very small boy.

The second well-remembered individual was also only
an occasional visitor at our house, and was known all
over the surrounding country as the Hermit, for his
name was never discovered. He was perpetually on
the move, visiting in turn every house within a radius
of forty or fifty miles; and once about every seven or
eight weeks he called on us to receive a few articles
of food—enough for the day’s consumption. Money
he always refused with gestures of intense disgust, and
he would also decline cooked meat and broken bread.
When hard biscuits were given him, he would carefully
examine them, and if one was found chipped or cracked
he would return it, pointing out the defect, and ask for
a sound one in return. He had a small, sun-parched
face, and silvery long hair; but his features were fine,
his teeth white and even, his eyes clear grey and keen
as a falcon’s. There was always a set expression
of deep mental anguish on his face, intensified with
perhaps a touch of insanity, which made it painful to
look at him. As he never accepted money or anything
but food, he of course made his own garments—and
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learned enough in the country to understand it, he would
make a long speech or prayer in a clear ringing voice,
intoning his words in a monotonous sing-song. His
speech done, he would beg, in broken Spanish, for the
usual charity; and, after receiving it, he would com-
mence another address, possibly invoking blessings of
all kinds on the donor, and lasting an unconscionable
time. Then, bidding a ceremonious farewell, he would
take his departure.

From the sound of certain oft-recurring expressions
in his recitations we children called him “Con-stair
Lo-vair”; perhaps some clever pundit will be able to
tell me what these words mean—the only fragment saved
of the hermit’s mysterious language. It was commonly
reported that he had at one period of his life committed
some terrible crime, and that, pursued by the phantoms
of remorse, he had fled to this distant region, where
he would never be met and denounced by any former
companion, and had adopted his singular mode of life
by way of penance. This was, of course, mere con-
jecture, for nothing could be extracted from him. When
closely questioned or otherwise interfered with, then
old Con-stair Lo-vair would show that his long cruel
penance had not yet banished the devil from his heart.
A terrible wrath would disfigure his countenance and
kindle his eyes with demoniac fire; and in sharp ring-
ing tones, that wounded like strokes, he would pour
forth a torrent of words in his unknown language,
doubtless invoking every.imaginable curse on his tor-
mentor.

For upwards of twenty years after I as a small child
made his acquaintance he continued faithfully pursuing






CHAPTER 11
My New Home

We quit our old home—A winter day journey—Aspect of
the country—Qur new home—A prisoner in the barn—
The plantation—A paradise of rats—An evening scene
—The people of the house—A beggar on horseback—
Mr. Trigg our schoolmaster—His double nature—Imper-
sonates an old woman—Reading Dickens—Mr. Trigg
degenerates—Once more a homeless wanderer on the

great plain.

THE incidents and impressions recorded in the pre-
ceding chapter relate, as I have said, to the last year or
two of my five years of life in the place of my birth.
Further back my memory refuses to take me. Some
wonderful persons go back to their second or even their
first year; I can’t, and could only tell from hearsay
what I was and did up to the age of three. According
to all accounts, the clouds of glory I brought into the
world—a habit of smiling at everything I looked at and
at every person that approached me—ceased to be vis-
ibly trailed at about that age; I only remember my-
self as a common little boy—just a little wild animal
running about on its hind legs, amazingly interested in
the world in which it found itself.

Here, then, I begin, aged five, at an early hour on
a bright, cold morning in June—midwinter in that south-

17
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scape faded and vanished quite away, and the lowing of
cattle and tremulous bleating of sheep died out of hear-
ing, so that the last leagues were a blank to me, and I
only came back to my senses when it was dark and they
lifted me down, so stiff with cold and drowsy that I
could hardly stand on my feet.

Next morning I found myself in a new and strange
world. The house to my childish eyes appeared of
vast size: it consisted of a long range of rooms on
the ground, built of brick, with brick floors and roof
thatched with rushes. The rooms at one end, fronting
the road, formed a store, where the people of the sur-
rounding country came to buy and sell, and what they
brought to sell was “the produce of the country”—hides
and wool and tallow in bladders, horsehair in sacks, and
native cheeses. In return they could purchase anything
they wanted—knives, spurs, rings for horse-gear, cloth-
ing, yerba maté and sugar; tobacco, castor-oil, salt and
pepper, and oil and vinegar, and such furniture as they
required—iron pots, spits for roasting, cane-chairs, and
coffins. A little distance from the house were the
kitchen, bakery, dairy, huge barns for storing the prod-
uce, and wood-piles big as houses, the wood being noth-
ing but stalks of the cardoon thistle or wild artichoke,
which burns like paper, so that immense quantities had
to be collected to supply fuel for a large establishment.

Two of the smallest of us were handed over to the
care of a sharp little native boy, aged about nine or
ten years, who was told to take us out of the way and
keep us amused. The first place he took us to was
the great barn, the door of which stood open; it was
nearly empty just then, and was the biggest interior I
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the image of that young man tied to the post, his bent
head and downward gaze, and ghastly face shaded by
lank black hair, is as plain to me now as if I had seen
him but yesterday. :

A little back from the buildings were gardens and
several acres of plantation—both shade and fruit trees.
Viewed from the outside, it all looked like an immense
poplar grove, on account of the double rows of tall
Lombardy poplar trees at the borders. The whole
ground, including the buildings, was surrounded by an
immense ditch or moat. ,

Up till now I had lived without trees, with the ex-
ception of those twenty-five I have spoken of, which
formed a landmark for all the country round; so that
this great number—hundreds and thousands—of trees
was a marvel and delight. But the plantation and what
it was to me will form the subject of a chapter by it-
self. It was a paradise of rats, as I very soon dis-
covered. Our little native guide and instructor was
full of the subject, and promised to let us see the rats
with our own eyes as soon as the sun went down; that
would finish the day of strange sights with the strangest
of all.

Accordingly, when the time came he led us to a spot
beyond the barns and wood-piles, where all the offal
of slaughtered animals, bones, and unconsumed meats
from the kitchen, and rubbish from a wasteful, dis-
orderly establishment, were cast out each day. Here
we all sat down in a row on a log among the dead
weeds on the border of the evil-smelling place, and he
told us to be very still and speak no word; for, said
he, unless we move or make a sound the rats will not
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found out the cause, they would only laugh at and re-
buke us for being such poor little cowards.

But what an astonishing place was this to which we
had come! The great house and many buildings and
the people in it, the foss, the trees that enchanted me,
the dirt and disorder, vile rats and fleas and pests of
all sorts! The place had been for some years in the
hands of a Spanish or native family—indolent, care-
less, happy-go-lucky people. The husband and wife
were never in harmony or agreement about anything for
five minutes together, and by and by he would go away
to the capital “on business,” which would keep him
from home for weeks, and even months, at a stretch.
And she, with three light-headed, grown-up daughters,
would be left to run the establishment with half-a-dozen
hired men and women to assist her. I remember her
well, as she stayed on a few days in order to hand
over the place to us—an excessively fat, inactive woman,
who sat most of the day in an easy-chair, surrounded
by her pets—lap-dogs, Amazon parrots, and several
shrieking parakeets.

Before many days she left, with all her noisy crowd
of dogs and birds and daughters, and of the events of
the succeeding days and weeks nothing remains in
memory except one exceedingly vivid impression—my
first sight of a beggar on horseback. It was by no
means an uncommon sight in those days when, as the
gauchos were accustomed to say, a man without a horse
was a man without legs; but it was new to me when
one morning I saw a tall man on a tall horse ride up
to our gate, accompanied by a boy of nine or ten on
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replied that he wanted yerba maté, sugar, bread, and
some hard biscuits, also cut tobacco and paper for
cigarettes and some leaf tobacco for cigars. When all
these things had been given him, he was asked (not
ironically) if there was anything ‘else we could sup-
ply him with, and he replied, Yes, he was still in want
-of rice, flour, and farina, an onion or two, a head or
two of garlic, also salt, pepper, and pimento, or red
pepper. And when he had received all these comes-
tibles and felt them safely packed in his saddle-bags,
he returned thanks, bade good-bye in the most dignified
manner, and was led back by the haughty little boy to
his tall horse.

We had been settled some months in our new home,
and I was just about half way through my sixth year,
when one morning at breakfast we children were in-
formed to our utter dismay that we could no longer
be permitted to run absolutely wild; that a school-
master had been engaged who would live in the house
and would have us in the schoolroom during the morn-
ing and part of the afternoon.

Our hearts were heavy in us that day, while we
waited apprehensively for the appearance of the man
who would exercise such a tremendous power over us
and would stand between us and our parents, especially
our mother, who had ever been our shield and refuge
from all pains and troubles. Up till now they had acted
on the principle that children were best left to them-
selves, that the more liberty they had the better it was
for them. Now it almost looked as if they were turn-
ing against us; but we knew that it could not be so—
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Irish settlers, who were mostly sheep-farmers, but re-
ligiously avoiding the houses of the natives. With the
natives he could not affiliate, and not properly knowing
and incapable of understanding them he regarded them
with secret dislike and suspicion. And by and by he
would find a house where there were children old
enough to be taught their letters, and Mr. Trigg would
be hired by the month, like a shepherd or cowherd, to
teach them, living with the family. He would go on
very well for a time, his failings being condoned for
the sake of the little ones; but by and by there would
be a falling-out, and Mr. Trigg would saddle his horse,
buckle on the saddle-bags, and ride forth over the wide
plain in quest of a new home. With us he made an
unusually long stay; he liked good living and comforts
generally, and at the same time he was interested in
the things of the mind, which had no place in the lives
of the British settlers of that period; and now he found
himself in a very comfortable house, where there were
books to read and people to converse with who were
" not quite like the rude sheep- and cattle-farmers he had
been accustomed to live with. He was on his best be-
haviour, and no doubt strove hard and not unsuccess-
fully to get the better of his weaknesses. He was looked
on as a great acquisition, and made much of; in the
school-room he was a tyrant, and having been forbidden
to punish us by striking, he restrained himself when
to thrash us would have been an immense relief to him.
But pinching was not striking, and he would pinch our
ears until they almost bled. It was a poor punishment
and gave him little satisfaction, but it had to serve.
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it was only one of a dozen or twenty vocations which
he had taken up at various times, only to drop them
again as soon as he made the discovery that they one
and all entailed months and even years of hard work
if he was ever to fulfil his ambitious desire of doing
and being something great in the world. As a reader
he certainly was great, and every evening, when the
evenings were long, he would give a two hours’ reading
to the household. Dickens was then the most popular
writer in the world, and he usually read Dickens, to
the delight of his listeners. Here he could display his
histrionic qualities to the full. He impersonated every
character in the book, endowing him with voice, ges-
tures, manner, and expression that fitted him perfectly.
It was more like a play than a reading.

“What should we do without Mr. Trigg?”’ our elders
were accustomed to say; but we little ones, remember-
ing that it would not be the beneficent countenance of
Mr. Pickwick that would look on us in the schoolroom
on the following morning, only wished that Mr. Trigg
was far, far away.

Perhaps they made too much of him: at all events
he fell into the habit of going away every Saturday
morning and not returning until the following Monday.
His week-end visit was always to some English or
Scotch neighbour, a sheep-farmer, ten or fifteen or
twenty miles distant, where the bottle or demi-john of
white Brazilian rum was always on the table. It was
the British exile’s only substitute for his dear lost whisky
in that far country. At home there was only tea and
coffee to drink. From these outings he would return
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with us, and the happy deliverance I have related did
not occur until I was near the end of my eighth year.
At the present stage of my story I am not yet six, and
the incident related in the following chapter, in which
Mr. Trigg figures, occurred when I was within a couple
of months of completing my sixth year.
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of him that he was as much above all other dogs of the
house, numbering about twelve or fourteen, in intelli-
gence and courage as in size. Naturally, he was the
leader and master of the whole pack, and when he got
up with an awful growl], baring his big teeth, and hurled
himself on the others to chastise them for quarrelling
or any other infringement of dog law, they took it lying
down. He was a black dog, now in his old age sprin-
kled with white hairs all over his body, the face and legs
having gone quite grey. Casar in a rage, or on guard
at night, or when driving cattle in from the plains, was
a terrible being; with us children he was mild-tempered
and patient, allowing us to ride on his back, just like old
Pechicho the sheep-dog, described in the first chapter.
Now, in his decline, he grew irritable and surly, and
ceased to be our playmate. The last two or three months
of his life were very sad, and when it troubled us to
see him so gaunt, with his big ribs protruding from his
sides, to watch his twitchings when he dozed, groaning
and wheezing the while, and marked, too, how painfully
he struggled to get up on his feet, we wanted to know
why it was so—why we could not give him some-
thing to make him well? For answer they would
open his great mouth to show us his teeth—the
big blunt canines and old molars worn down to stumps.
Old age was what ailed him—he was thirteen years old,
and that did verily seem to me a great age, for I was
not half that, yet it seemed to me that T had been a
very, very long time in the world.

No one dreamed of such a thing as putting an end
to him—no hint of such a thing was ever spoken. It






DEATH OF AN OLD DOG 35

Now these simple, common words affected me more .
than any other words I have heard in my life. They
pierced me to the heart. I had heard something ter-
rible—too terrible to think of, incredible—and yet—
and yet if it was not so, why had he said it? Was
it because he hated us, just because we were children
and he had to teach us our lessons, and wanted to
torture us? Alas! no, I could not believe that! Was
this, then, the horrible fate that awaited us all? I had
heard of death—I knew there was such a thing; I
knew that all animals had to die, also that some men
died. For how could any one, even a child in its sixth
year, overlook such a fact, especially in the country of
my birth—a land of battle, murder, and sudden death?
I had not forgotten the young man tied to the post in
the barn who had killed some one, and would perhaps,
I had been told, be killed himself as a punishment. I
knew, in fact, that there was good and evil in the
world, good and bad men, and the bad men—mur-
derers, thieves, and liars—would all have to die, just
like animals; but that there was any life after death I
did not know. All the others, myself and my own
people included, were good and would never taste
death. How it came about that I had got no further
in my system or philosophy of life I cannot say; I can
only suppose that my mother had not yet begun to
give me instruction in such matters on account of my
tender years, or else that she had done so and that I
had understood it in my own way. Yet, as I dis-
covered later, she was a religious woman, and from
infancy I had been taught to kneel and say a little
prayer each evening: “Now I lay me down to sleep,
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until she was alone in her room. Yet when with her
I feared to speak lest with a word she should confirm
the dreadful tidings. Looking down, she all at once
became alarmed at the sight of my face, and began to
question me. Then, struggling against my tears, I
told her of the words which had been spoken at the
old dog’s burial, and asked her if it was true, if I—if
she—if all of us had to die and be buried in the
ground? She replied that it was not wholly true; it
was only true in a way, since our bodies had to die and
be buried in the earth, but we had an immortal part
which could not die. It was true that old Caesar had
been a good, faithful dog, and felt and understood
things almost like a human being, and most persons
believed that when a dog died he died wholly and had
no after-life. We could not know that; some very
great, good men had thought differently; they believed
that the animals, like us, would live again. That was
also her belief—her strong hope; but we could not
know for certain, because it had been hidden from us.
For ourselves, we knew that we could not really die,
because God Himself, who made us and all things, had
told us so, and His promise of eternal life had been
handed down to us in His Book—in the Bible.

To all this and much more I listened trembling, with
a fearful interest, and when I had once grasped the
idea that death when it came to me, as it must, would
leave me alive after all—that, as she explained, the part
of me that really mattered, the myself, the I am I,
which knew and considered things, would never perish,
I experienced a sudden immense relief. When I went
out from her side again I wanted to run and jump for
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image would appear standing at a distance of three or
four feet from the head of the bed, in the form of a
column five feet high or so and about four feet in cir-
cumference. The colour was blue, but varied in depth
and intensity ; on some nights it was sky-blue, but usually
of a deeper shade, a pure, soft, beautiful blue like that
of the morning-glory or wild geranium.

It would not surprise me to find that many persons
have some such material image or presentment of the
spiritual entities they are taught to believe in at too
tender an age. Recently, in comparing childish mem-
ories with a friend, he told me that he too always saw
God as a blue object, but of no definite shape.

That blue column haunted me at night for many
months; I don’t think it quite vanished, ceasing to be
anything but a memory, until I was seven—a date far
ahead of where we are now.

To return to that second blissful revelation which
came to me from my mother. Happy as it made me
to know that death would not put an end to my exist-
ence, my state after the first joyful relief was not one
of perfect happiness. All she said to comfort and
make me brave had produced its effect—I knew now
that death was but a change to an even greater bliss
than I could have in this life. How could I, not yet
six, think otherwise than as she had told me to think, or
have a doubt? A mother is more to her child than
any other being, human or divine, can ever be to him
in his subsequent life. He is as dependent on her as
any fledgling in the nest on its parent—even more,
since she warms his callow mind or soul as well as
body.
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leap lightly on to its back, stick his spurs in its sides,
and, using the flat of his long knife as a whip, pretend .
to be riding a race, yelling with fiendish glee. The
bellowing would subside into deep, awful, sob-like
sounds and chokings; then the rider, seeing the
animal about to collapse, would fling himself nimbly off.
The beast down, they would all run to it, and throwing
themselves on its quivering side as on a couch, begin
making and lighting their cigarettes.

Slaughtering a cow was grand sport for them, and
the more active and dangerous the animal, the more
prolonged the fight, the better they liked it; they were
as joyfully excited as at a fight with knives or an os-
trich hunt. To me it was an awful object-lesson, and
held me fascinated with horror. For this was death!
The crimson torrents of blood, the deep, human-like
cries, made the beast appear like some huge, powerful
man caught in a snare by small, weak, but cunning ad-
versaries, who tortured him for their delight and mocked
him in his agony.

There were other occurrences about that time to
keep the thoughts and fear of death alive. One day
a traveller came to the gate, and, after unsaddling his
horse, went about sixty or seventy yards away to
a shady spot, where he sat down on the green slope
of the foss to cool himself. He had been riding many
hours in a burning sun, and wanted cooling. He
attracted everybody’s attention on his arrival by his
appearance : middle-aged, with good features and curly
brown hair and beard, but huge—one of the biggest
men I had ever seen; his weight could not have been
under about seventeen stone. Sitting or reclining on
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sweetest smile imaginable, the softest voice and
gentlest manner, and was so much loved by everybody
in the house that she was like one of the family. Un-
happily she was consumptive, and after a few months
had to be sent back to her aunt. Their little place was
only half a mile or so from the house, and every day
my mother visited her, doing all that was possible with
such skill and remedies as she possessed to give her
ease, and providing her with delicacies. The girl did
not want a priest to visit her and prepare her for death;
she worshipped her mistress, and wished to be of the
same faith, and in the end she died a pervert or con-
vert, according to this or that person’s point of
view.

The day after her death we children were taken
to see our beloved Margarita for the last time; but
when we arrived at the door, and the others following
my mother went in, I alone hung back. They came
out and tried to persuade me to enter, even to pull
me in, and described her appearance to excite my
curiosity. She was lying all in white, with her black
hair combed out and loose, on her white bed, with
our flowers on her breast and at her sides, and
looked very, very beautiful. It was all in vain. To
look on Margarita dead was more than I could bear.
I was told that only her body of clay was dead—
the beautiful body we had come to say good bye to;
that her soul—she herself, our loved Margarita—was
alive and happy, far, far happier than any person could
ever be on this earth; that when her end was near
she had smiled very sweetly, and assured them that
all fear of death had left her—that God was taking






CHAPTER 1V
The Plantation

Living with trees—Winter violets—The house is made
habitable—Red willow—Scissor-tail and carrion-hawk
—Lombardy poplars—Black acacia—Other trees—The
foss or moat—Rats—A trial of strength with an armadillo
—Opossums living with a snake—Alfalfa field and but-
terflies—Cane brake~~Weeds and fennel—Peach trees
in blossom—Paroquets—Singing of a field finch—Con-
cert-singing in birds—Old John—Cow-birds’ singing—
Arrival of summer migrants.

I rEMEMBER—better than any orchard, grove, or wood
I have ever entered or seen, do I remember that shady
oasis of trees at my new home on the illimitable grassy
plain. Up till now I had never lived with trees ex-
cepting those twenty-five I have told about and that
other one which was called el arbolbecause it was the
only tree of its kind in all the land. Here there were
hundreds, thousands of trees, and to my childish un-
accustomed eyes it was like a great unexplored forest.
There were no pines, firs, nor eucalyptus (unknown in
the country then), nor evergreens of any kind; the
trees being all deciduous were leafless now in mid-
winter, but even so it was to me a wonderful experi-
ence to be among them, to feel and smell their rough
moist bark stained green with moss, and to look up at
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been put in a generation or two later to fill up some
gaps and vacant places and for the sake of a greater
variety.

The biggest of the old trees,